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CARTOONS AND COMMENTS. 











\ ell, we are glad it’s over, taking 

one thing with another. It was a good 
deal of a year, such as it was; but we hadn’t 
much use for just that kind of year. Its most 
notable event was the nomination of a dis- 
gracefully unfit man for the Presidency of 
the United States, and his defeat, after the ex- 
penditure of a vast amount of time, trouble 
and nervous energy by the comparatively few 
men who were willing to face a senseless popular 
outcry. Of course, the man has been defeated, 
and the sheep have been pretty well sorted out 
from the goats in the incidental struggle; but 
—the thought must come to us—what was the 
need of any struggle of the sort? Here are 
divided households, friend set against friend, 
wounds that months and years will scarcely 
heal, and various and sundry lingering signs of | 
a contest in which one side, at least, too often 
forgot dignity, decency, self-respect and fair 
play: And all this has been to gratify the sor- 
did ambition of a man who wanted to establish 
the headquarters of jobbery and corruption in | 
the Capitol at Washington. 





* 
* * 

No, he did not succeed. But he showed us 
the painful fact that he had a lot of fools be- 
hind him who were ready to defend him and 
support him through thick and: thin, and who 
gushed over him with maudlin‘ praise of the | 
honesty and statesmanship which he hadn’t. 
He made a great deal of trouble for honest 
men; he wrecked a great party, and he was 
guilty of beginning the dirtiest political fight 
that the nation has ever known. He has iow- 
ered his country in the eyes of foreign nations, 
and he has not had the grace even to show, in | 
the hour of his defeat, that manly dignity which 
ought to be the birth-right of a republic’s cit- | 
izens. 


* 
* * 


So much for the old year. Its fair Summer | 
was spoiled by this national disgrace. It has, 
it is true, shown us the element of her popu- 
lation on which the country will have to de- 
pend hereafter when she needs support and | 
help: it has brought our bravest and most hon- 
est men together and given them a chance to | 
join hands. But the circumstances which led | 
‘to this happy consummation were so unpleasant 





that we are willing enough to let this dead year 
slip away to join the others ever which Time is 
every day drawing heavier and heavier the folds 
of the veil of forgetfulness. And we can let it 
go the more readily that the New Year comes 
with the promise of a good President and a 
cleaner political era than we have known in de- 


cades. It is a fair enough promise to make 
bright the last days of this duller year. 
7 
* * 


And, talking of the New Year, what a ghost | 


of a New York New Year’s Day is this! The 
Good Old Custom of social calling has got to 


that estate in which the “society reporter” says | 


of it that it is more honored in the breach than 


ing blow. 
ioned New Year? Where be the young men 
in sleighs and coupés and rubber overshoes, 
gaily prancing along the frosty streets, with 
mighty lists of houses and mighty packs of cards ? 
Where be the young maids, gaily appareled, 
suave of feature, proffering the wine-cup of 


Where be the stately matrons, proud of their 
unstinting hospitality, radiating cheery welcome 
upon a younger generation? Where are they 
all ? 
* 
* * 

Well, the matrons are pretty much where they 

were, and so, alas, are the maids. ‘They stand 


around the generously laden tables; they proffer | 
the enticing cup. But the cup is filled with | 


bouillon or lemonade, and any enticement it may 
have, to the masculine mind, is lent it by the 
fair profferer—or profferess, Circe’s chalice 
lures not the swine. 
halls are empty, and next year a meagre basket 
shall swing in the wintry wind from the undis- 
turbed  bell-pull. 


This year the hospitable | 


cups that contain something that is hot and 
strong, and yet is not bouillon. And why, O 
Circe, do you not lure the young Knickerbocker 
with this magic potion? And Circe answers 
sadly: ‘ Because, when I did, he made a beast 


| of himself.”’ 


* 
* * 

We regret to note a disposition on the part 
of the press to treat Mr. Evarts’s candidacy 
for the New York senatorship with an irrever- 
ence approaching flippancy. He is spoken of, 
with easy familiarity, as “ Our Own Evarts.’’ 
‘The Sun makes remarks about his personal ap- 
pearance which seem to indicate a morbid de- 
sire to publish his portrait. We do not believe 


ssgpebe oe i s 4) ic ntemporary 
the observance. And this is indeed a humiliat- | that our Esteemed but Erratic Contemporary 


What has become of our old-fash- | 


really intends to Holmanize Mr. Evarts; but 
its grim jests point that way. For ourselves, we 


' see nothing humorous in the prospect of hav- 





/ 


ing Mr. Evarts for our senatorial representative. 
The office is high and noble, and we are sure 
that Mr. Evarts feels to the full its importance. 
If he does, it were well for us to check the 


friendship and stirring the egg-nog of amity? | merry quip upon our pallid lips, and contem- 


plate in holy awe the probability of his intro- 
ducing into his maiden speech such a stupend- 
ous, illimitable, superponderous, cyclopean, mul- 
titudinous, everlasting, all-fired long sentence as 
will paralyze legislation, and cause the wheels 
of the Executive to stand still in the ruts of 
Time. The situation has its serious aspect. 





Take up your ear-trumpet, gentle Elfrida, and stick 
it through the drum of your ear, according to the custom 
Then drive your teeth down into your 
We want to 


of deaf people. 
audophone, and hold on like a bull-dog. 
pipe to you a little psalm of truth, and we want you to 
capture every syllable of it. We don’t want to borrow 


any money. But we want to tell you something of im 


And where are the young | portance. Don’t get excited. Be calm, and hold in the 


wien? Reader, we know not. But if by chance | turbulent freshet of your soul. Your husband has not 
you should go to that gilded palace of the Bour- been killed on the railroad. But Puck’s ANNUAL for 


bons and tiie Old Ryes, where painted nymphs 


1885 will be out right away, if not sooner. Price, 25 cts. 


look down on admiring human satyrs, you may | We don’t blow about it, but, in the language of the back 


find a host of silver-gilt youths dallying with | of the dictionary, verbum sap. 
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AN AGONY OF AFFINITY. 


A DuDE’s PLAINT OF MISPLACED PASSION, 








Oh, I am a prim and a perfect 
dude, 
My clothing ’s a work of art, 
But I go through a world that is 
rough and rude 
With a secret pain in my heart. 


I’m as thorough a dude as the 
city can show, 
But I sometimes wish, almost, 
I were only a ’longshoreman, 
rough and low, 
Or a vagrant, impalpable ghost. 


For my rebel heart has a wild 
desire, 
And in dreams it unceasingly 
calls 
For the girl in the circus who swallows fire 
And juggles the cannon-balls. 


If I were not a dude I could woo and wed 
That maid with the cannon-ball, 

But I know, in my agonized heart and head, 
That it could n’t be dude at all. 











RECOMMENDED RESOLUTIONS. 





In honor of the present happy season, the 
following people are earnestly recommended to 
resolve as directed: 


Mr. Whitelaw Reid should resolve to jump 
off the dock. 

The U. S. Congress should resolve to resolve 
more and talk less. 

Mr. Henry Bergh should resolve to treat his 
fellow-man like a beast. 

Senator Logan should resolve to put his 
moustache in mourning. 

Mr. Henry.Irving should resolve to get a new 
set of legs for his Ham/et. 

The Left-Honorable Mr. J. G. Blaine should 
resolve to learn the type-writer. 

The society swell should resolve not to go 
out calling at one p. M. in full dress. 

Victoria Morosini should resolve to adopt 
the shrinking violet for her emblem. 

Mr. Benjamin F. Butler should resolve him- 
self into his original element— wind. 

The Czar of Russia should resolve to try civ- 
ilization instead of a cast-iron ulster. 

The Hon. ‘Thomas A. Hendricks should re- 
solve to keep himself in perspective. 

Mr. Russell Sage should resolve to devote at 
least a portion of one dime to charity. 

Mr. C, A. Dana should resolve to, never again 
fool with the hind-leg of a Political Mule. 

Mr. Franklin Edson should resolve to crawl 


under the pall of oblivion and tuck himself in, | 


Mr. William Maxwell Evarts should resolve 
to economize his mind for the Senate chamber. 

Mr. John Roach should resolve to put thumb- 
tacks in his ships and try to hold them together. 

Mrs, Belva Lockwood should resolve to keep 
her bicycle out of Presidential races in the fu- 
ture. 

The Reverend Mr. Talmage should resolve 





not to use more than half of his mouth at one 
time. 

Mr. Lawrence Barrett should resolve to bal- 
last his eyes, that they may not get sea-sick from 
rolling. 

The Reverend Dr. Burchard should resolve 
to exchange vocal organs with a good quiet 
corpse. 

The Hon. John P. St. John should resolve 
to accept the fact that water will not run up the 
White House hill. 

The Hon. Theodore Roosevelt should resolve 
to find out just how much good he is going to 
do in the ranks of the Republican party. 








POOR BROOKLYN! 


If she must suffer the horrors of a Coggswell 
statue, why not let us have at least a candid 
inscription on it? 
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HM! HO! 


HA! HA HA! 





Puckerings. 


My name is Moses Isaacs, 
I strike it rich and fail. 

You see this little turnip 
I’m holding by the tail? 


Ah, would you know the reason 
I hold it up, and roar 

Its virtues? Then I ’ll tell you 
In half an hour or more. 


I am a licensed vender, 
All sorts of things I sell, 

Solomon drives the wagon, 
And I sit still and yell: 





«‘ Here you are, ripe tomatos 
Fresh from the blooming tree; 
Here you are, shad, all boneless, 

Fresh from the raging sea,” 


Solomon blows the bugle, 
And I stand off and whoop, 
He blows, and I with the samples 
Of fruit fly up the stoop. 


Each night we divide the shekels, 
And we are the best of friends— 

Just at this point the Jewish 
Legend abruptly ends. 


A LIvELy CorpsE—A Deadhead. 


A BIRD ON the toast is worth eighteen in the 
bush. 





ALWAYs WILLING TO TAKE A HAND IN—The 


Buzz-Saw. 


‘THE BEST English families send their sons to 
Boston nowadays to learn the correct English 


| pronunciation. 


~ ¢ ® 
Four OLD ladies and two old men have cut 


| their third sets of teeth during the past month. 





PUCK’'S “GOING, GOING, GONE!” 


It will probably be a very hard Winter for the 
dentists. 


A FAMOUS COOK has been paid four hundred 
and fifty dollars for inventing a new kind of 
soup. ‘This is an invention, Up to date there 
are only two principal kinds of soup— hot and 
cold. 


THE Rev, GeorGe C. MILNE, while playing 
Hamlet in ‘Vexas, had his calves bitten by a 
dog on the stage, and lost half a bushel of saw- 
dust-padding. ‘The mind fails to imagine the 
dreadful thinness of a pair of legs which have 
to be padded to play Hamlet. 





AN ARIZONA sporting man was recently in- 
veigled into a church fair, and induced to try 
his hand at the wheel of fortune. In half an 
hour he had all the money in the bank and a 
mortgage on the church. He very consider- 
ately gave them back the mortgage, and in the 
future the church will choose its victims with 
more care, 
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ADVICE TO BOYS.—FROM VARIOUS STANDPOINTS. 


Has the observant reader noticed a pair of 
pinions sprouting from the shoulders of the 
American boy, and an aureole of glory hover- 
ing over his head ? 

No? Well, that is very singular, indeed. 

Has there been a marked and steady increase | 
in the attendance at Sabbath-schools? Is the 
juvenile pastime of attaching damaged tinware 
to the canine caudal rapidly dying out? Are 
a farmer’s app!*s safe within the orchard with- | 
out a cross mastif and a hired-man with a shot- | 
gun standing on guard ? 

No, again? Verily, that is amazing. 

Evidently the amount of good advice serious- 
ly hurled at boys during the past couple of 
years by humorous and semi-humorous writers 
has not struck and stuck where it would do the 
most good. It must be inferred that the wise 
counsel tendered in such prodigal chunks has 
fallen upon sterile ground. ‘The American boy 
is a queerly constituted animal, and if he was 





offered his choice between a thousand dollars’ 
worth of good advice without money and with- 
out price, and a fifty-cent circus-ticket, at | 
twenty-five cents reduction, he would choose 
the latter. 

‘That the columns of advice to boys pub- 
lished in the daily and weekly papers of late 
have not converted the American youth into a 
premature angel may be owing to its unpracti- 
cal nature. Puck was once a boy himself, and 
knows just what kind of counsel will strike a 
responsive chord in the juvenile breast. He 
has oceans of such advice on hand, and now 
that the smoke of battle has cleared away, and 
the country has experienced another quadren- 
nial saving, he proposes to let a little of it es- 
cape, just as a feeler, and if the boys cry for 
more, it shall be forthcoming. 

In the first place, let us advise boys to stay + 
on the farm. <A writer who undertakes to give | 
advice to boys, and neglects to urge the sons of | 
grangers to remain on the farm, doesn’t under- ‘ 
stand his business, and instead of essaying to ° 
mould the plastic character of youth, should | 
embark in the more congenial business of ped- | 
dling clams, where brains are not a necessary 
qualification for success. 

Remember, boys: stick to tie farm, and | 
work fifteen hours a day. You will grow 


_ ular nowadays, outside of dime fiction. 


away that a railroad train wouldn’t reach it in 
a thousand years, or visits a free library and 
stocks his mind with the best thoughts of our 
leading writers! 

The boy who stays on the farm will never 
bring the gray hairs of his parents in sorrow 


| down to the grave by marrying a millionaire’s 


daughter or becoming the boss of ‘Tammany 
Hall. Such boys enjoy many advantages over 
the city boy. The latter is not made happy 
by being summoned two hours before daylight 
to milk a dozen cows and chop feed for the 
cattle. And when he does awake, he doesn’t 
feel as if he couldn’t get out of bed without 
the assistance of a derrick. ‘There are many 
other pleasant sensations the boy in the city 
doesn’t experience. Therefore, boys, stick to 
the farm. 

Be kind to your step-mother. If she makes 
the house inordinately sultry when you are 
around, and manifests a disposition to caress 
you with the stove-lifter, don’t run away from 
home with the intention of becoming a sanguin- 
ary pirate. ‘lhe pirate business is not very pop- 
So- 
ciety looks upon a pirate as a very disreputable 
sort of person, and he only has admirers when 
he appears on the stage wearing a fierce meus- 
tache, long hair, boots that fit too quick at 
the top, and other clothes that a genuine pirate 
never wears, 

There are more desirable avenues to wealth 
than becoming a pirate. A stock-speculator 
or bank official, for instance. ‘These profes- 
sions are quite as respectable as the pirate busi- 
ness; but we wouldn’t advise you to adopt 
either. Better, far better, climb in the second- 
story window, when you are driven out of the 
house, and sneak off to bed, first offering a 
prayer that your step-mother’s hard and cruel 
heart and hand may be softened. In the morn- 
ing, when you come down to breakfast, with a 
meek and contrite spirit, and utter a cheery 
“Good morning, mother,” she will grab you by 
the ear and nearly pull it out by the roots, and 
plan out more work for you to execute in six 
hours than two hired-men could perform in a 
week. Boys, love your step-mother. 

“Early to bed and early to rise,” is a maxim 


4 


invented by an old philosopher for the especial 
benefit of boys. Gentle youth, when you hear 
your mother’s voice crawling quietly up-stairs 
in the morning, calling “ John!’ don’t jump 
out of bed as if your life depended upon beat- 
ing the record in getting to the breakfast-table, 
The editor of a leading sanitary magazine says 
it is very injurious to health to spring suddenly 
out of bed upon getting awake. ‘Turn over 
and prepare for a fresh snooze. Presently your 
mother’s voice will again ascend the stairs, 
much more rapidly this time, and in italics, and 
“John!” strikes the tympanum of your ear just 
as you begin to dream of a base-ball match, in 
which you make three home-runs in the first 
inning. But don’t get up. It is still early. 
The breakfast has been waiting only half an 
hour. No thoroughly independent boy re- 
sponds to the second call. 

But when your mother’s voice jumps from 
italics to capitals, with an awful and threaten- 
> ing inflection and a search-warrant attachment, 
and mounts the stairs four steps at a time, and 
penetrates every nook and cranny and crevice 
of the house, from the first floor to the attic, 
and stops the clock with its shrill “ You, John 
Hen-REE! If you don’t get up this instant 
Ill fetch you!’ then it is time to jump out of 
bed. It would be unhealthy to linger for an- 
other nap. Boys, always obey your mother 
when she calls you the third time in a voice 
full of italics, small-caps, capitals and exclama- 
tion-points. 

Be kind to the aged, and never do a mean 
act. When a pleasant -faced old gentleman 
with the asthma and a gold-headed cane asks 
you to direct him to a certain locality, send 
him a mile out of his way. Walking is good 
exercise, imparting a glow of health to the wan 
cheek and wonderfully improving the appetite. 
And the nice old man will give you something 
the next time you meet him—if you don’t 
climb over a fence or dart up an alley mighty 
quick, 

Make yourself useful about the house. Should 
you hear your father say that the lock on the 
front door needs repairing, surprise him with 
your mechanical ingenuity. Procure a screw- 





driver, remove the lock, and with a cold-chisel 
pry among the springs and things. ‘Then 





up horny-handed, and at the age of forty 
years your back will be more bent and 
humped than the city man’s at seventy. 
A back the shape of a croquet-wicket is 
an emblem of honest toil; and you will 
learn the art of putting all the big fruit 
and vegetables on top and assuring your 
customers that those at the bottom are 


still larger. You will also escape the wiles /y 
and snares of a large city. Fey) 

Stick to the farm, and after working fif- Wi 
teen hours planting potatos, and turning Wy) 


“Ps. 
SS 


the grind-stone an hour after supper, you 
can enjoy the ecstatic bliss of going home 
and, by the dim, uncertain light of a tal- 
low-candle, or the fitful glare of a smoky 
oil-lamp, reading in your country paper 
that farmer Snales has put a new roof on 
his pig-pen, and Jonas Boggs has given 
his barn a new coat of paint. After ab- 
sorbing a column or two of this sort of 
thrilling intelligence, you can turn to the 
advertisements and be made happy by 
discovering the announcements of four 
new patent-medicines. How much more 
elevating and instructive is it to spend an 
evening thus than to follow in the foot- 
steps of the boy in a large city, who, per- 
chance, witnesses ‘a comic opera which 
knocks a nail or two out of his coffin, or 
attends a scientific lecture and learns a 
lot of nonsense about the sun being so far 


~ 





/\\ 








_ _ “Sonny, go to the undertaker’s and tell him my wife just 
died, and to come right away. Now, promise me that you will 
deliver this before the funeral takes place.” 


ANOTHER SAD BLOW TO THE “LIGHTNING 






replace it. Even though you should not 
get it on upside down, your father will be 
surprised, He will be surprised when he 
inserts his key to find that he can’t turn it 
one way or the other. Make yourself use- 
ful about the house. 

Our stock of advice is not half ex- 
hausted. Another installment will be 
given on receipt of a petition signed by 
twenty-five reputable fathers—not neces- 
sarily for publicaticn, but as a guarantee 
that our efforts to promote the welfare 
of youth are appreciated. W. 








Ir SEEMS strange that every one is more 
or less familiar with the last words of 
great men. If men succeed in getting 
in their last words on their death-beds, 
it is about the only time that their wives 


ii | | fail to have the final syllable. 





THE OFFICE-CLOCK is usually an hour 
too fast in the morning, and several hours 
too slow in the evening. ‘This is some- 
thing we have never been able to under- 
stand. 


_— No, Exurripa, the beds of a lunatic- 


asylum are not covered with crazy-quilts; 
but we think that would be about the best 
place for the c.-qs. 
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Show a photograph of your mother-in-law to the jury, 
and you will get your divorce without delay. 


AMATEUR PHOTOGRAPHY. 


A FEW OF THE USES TO WHICH IT CAN 
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Photograph your husband on ‘lodge-nights,” and 
show it to him the next morning. 


The only way to prove that you have been clubbed by 
a policeman—photograph him in the act. 








THE SOCIETY REPORTER’S DREAM. 


It was dusk, and the tall buildings which shut | 


the alley in like the sides of a deep rat-hole 
were casting huge shadows on the gloomy office 
floor. The office-boy had finished what he 
flatters himself is “sweeping,’’ and the dust was 
pouring down on the desks in thick clouds, and 
covering stray copies of our Esteemed Contem- 
poraries until they looked as if they had been 
published in an ash-bin, 


The Society Reporter of the daily paper sat | 


at his desk buried in thought, with an expression 
of deep concern on his mobile brow. Before 
him lay piles of unopened invitations as deep 
as unfinished business in the council chamber. 
He was busy wishing that he had never been 
born when he was startled by an unusual sound. 
The three flights of stairs were creaking un- 
der the foot-steps of high-heeled slippers and 
the dark halls resounded with feminine voices. 
Before the wretched mortal could escape the 
door opened and in trooped a bevy of girls of 
all sizes and ages. Tall women of uncertain 


ages and acute visages with piercing black eyes; | 


whose shoulders extended above her collar like 
the wings of an attenuated cherub, began: 


mentioned us at all. You left us out altogether. 
Wasn’t it shameful, girls ?” 
“ It-was-indeed—indeed-it-was!’ 

| the company in unison. 
| “You left us out, too,” added a lean and faded 
| blonde, whose pale locks hung limp around her 
_ powdered face: ‘ You never thought of us 

once, and we won’t stand it—will we, girls?” 


chorused 


the angels together, as before. 

‘Who are you?”? demanded the thoroughly 
bewildered man, in dismay, puzzling his agile 
mind to remember their faces. 

“ We-are-the-piquant-brunettes!’’ sang 
darker half, and ‘* We-are-the-petite-blondes 
caroled the remaining section. 

The door opened, and they filed out as they 


the 
1? 


had entered, and the reporter was left alone | 


with dusk, as before; and he wist not whether 
he had been dreaming. 











short, plump, round-faced women with laugh- | 


ing black eyes; thin, willowy brunettes with | 


an air of clinging ivy-ness; little blue-eyed, 
golden-haired girls; old faded blondes; aged 
bleached blondes, and antique manufactured 
blondes. 

There were a score or more, and they formed 
a semi-circle around the dazed man, who was 
too much amazed to offer any resistance. ‘The 
oldest member of the troop, an antique brunette 
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ictal 





Notice oF APPEAL—The Dull Thud on the 
Sidewalk. 





Johnny Thomas, little scamp, 
Went and overturned the lamp, 
As he tried to hit the cat a whanger vicious, 
Now he does n’t wail or carp, 
But he plays upon the harp 





——_—_____ 


Little idyls that are tender and delicious. 


“There was a ball last night, and you never 


“¢ No-we-won’t—indeed-we-won’t!”? shouted | 


i nets is termed sonnetry. 
‘not understand why milliners should not claim 


| saladry. 


BE ADVANTAGEOUSLY APPLIED. 








Proof that your plumber did #o¢ work eighteen hours 
a day. 


Farmers provided with a camera will not be troubled 
by bunco-steerers. 





FREE LUNCH. 





“THERE IS nothing like leather,’ remarked 
Aristophanes, as he sawed in vain at a Spring- 
chicken. 


You want to know how China is fired, eh? 
Well, we are not pottery-artists ourselves; but just 
secrete yourself behind a Rose of Sharon, where 

| you can see the servant-girl and the garbage- 
| barrel at the same time, and you will find out. 


WHEN A MAN is beaten on his merits, it is 
customary to say he suffers defeat. But when 
a man goes into the field as a third candidate 
for the purpose of defeating a regular candi- 
' date, it might not be inappropriate to say that 
he enjoys defeat. 


In Aroosrock County, Maine, it is said, 
| there are people who travel one hundred miles 
to attend court. ‘That is nothing. A large 
| number of enterprising New York financiers 
often travel thousands of miles to avoid at- 
| tending court. 





Ir 1s now customary to speak of ballad-writ- 
ing as balladry, while the art of composing son- 
Therefore, we can- 


to be adepts in bonnetry, and restaurateurs in 
Even the undertaker might boast of 
his coffinry, the tailor of his jacketry, and the 
chicken-raiser of his pulletry. 
































278 


ru C i. 





BARN-YARD FABLES. 





THE FURRED CHICKEN, 

When Biddy Butterfly, a 
motherly old hen, came cluck- 
ing into Silas Groot’s barn- 
yard with a smail black kitten, 
there was great consternation 
among ail the poultry. Every 
chicken flew to the top of the 
fence, and the ducks crawled 
under the barn. 

“Oh, come down! It won’t 
hurt. It’s perfectly harmless, I 
assure you,” said Biddy But- 
terfly, and she scratched the 
kitten on the back with her 
bill. The kitten straightened 
its tail, and rubbed up against 
Biddy Butterfly’s breast and 
purred softly. 

“What kind of a chicken 
is it??? asked Reuben Red- 
comb, the head rooster. 

“I think it’s Spanish. It’s 
got hair instead of feathers, 
and only one feather for a tail. 
Still I can hear it cluck,’’ re- 
plied Biddy. 

Reuben flew down to ex- 
amine the kitten. ‘The kitten 
thought he meant to play, and 
threw himself on Reuben’s 
neck and bit his red comb. 

Reuben was nearly fright- 
ened to death, and escaped 
with his feathers much ruffled. 

It was some time before the 
barn-yard became familiar 
with kitten Jack; but after a 
time all were very fond of 
him. He followed Reuben 
around, crawled into the nests 
with the hens, and was friend- 
ly withevery one. He caught 
mice and ate only the head, 
leaving the body for the small 
chickens to devour, and they 
enjoyed it very much. Jack 
had a fit one day, and that 
frightened them very badly. 


He would have been with | 


them to this day; but one 
night he ate an entire brood 
of young chicks, and it made 
him so sick that he died. The 
chickens got even by eating 
him. 

Morat.—It is an ill wind 
‘that blows nobody good. 

W. R. BENJAMIN. 


Mrs. BELSHAZZAR SMITH 
had been ill for six weeks, and 
the servants had been owning 
the house. 
shazzar began to improve, she 
sent for all the servants and 


hauled them over the coals in | 


a remarkably able manner 
which thoroughly surprised 
them. One of them, on go- 
ing out, met the doctor at the 
door. 

“How is Mrs. Smith this 
morning ?” inquired the phy- 
sician. 

“ Well,” answered the girl, 
looking very serious: “I don’t 
think she is quite so well this 
morning.”’ 


A HALLOWED Spot--The Ace, 


ECCENTRIC MEN. 





—The man who voted for Belva 
Lockwood. 

—The man who has a good word 
for Ben Butler. ; 

— The man who doesn’t lose his 


—The man who practises what he 
preaches. 

—The man who takes advice and 
never gives any. 

—The man who reads the President’s 


Message. temper when a street-car conductor 
—The man who loves his wife’s re- | gives him his change in coppers. 
lations, —The man who hasn’t important 


business when his wife wants to go to 
the opera. 
—The man who doesn’t paint the 
town when his wife is home on a visit. 
- The man who smiles on a bonnet- 


bill. 


-—The man whose mother couldn’t 
cook better than his wife. 

— The man who lets his election-bet 
go and pays his grocer. 

—The man who doesn’t know what 
defeated Blaine. 














When Mrs. Bel- 





“MEN WERE DECEIVERS EVER.” 


| (Adapted from the Fliegende Blitter.) 





AT THE TEA-TABLE. 

“* Ach, ladies, dot man of mine, he is in der beer-saloon until midnight every evening 
sitting. But I have der boss idea struck! I lock up his boots, und he must now by der house 
stay, you bet!” 

*« Dot’s fine, Mrs. Bombenmeyer!” 





IN THE SALOON. 
‘*Good-evening, Bombenmeyer. Wie geht’s?”’ 
‘«T have by my feet some bad swellings got, und must come here mit slippers on. 
agony is fearful, und don’t you forgot it!” 


Dot 


HOW TO MAKE BREAD. 





And so, Miss Mehitable 
Nutmegs, you write to Puck 
for directions for making 
bread. Don’t you know that 
this is not a bakery, nor a 
Parloa cookery school? We 
are here to make bread, but 
not to teach the art. How- 
ever, since you want to know 
something about it, here you 
are. 

First cause some flour to be 
procured from the nearest 
grocer’s. Hang up the gro- 
cer, It will take the conceit 
out of him. Then take a hunk 
of the flour about three times 
the size of the loaf you want 
to make. Pour in a quart or 
two of milk and water, slap in 
some salt, a little butter, about 
two teaspoonfuls of brown 
sugar, some slippery-elm, and 
a little bee’s-wax, Then get 
about a pint of yeast and 
dump that in. 

Then put the whole _busi- 
ness in a pan and mix it up. 
Then take it out and put it 
on a nice smooth board and 
knead it. Oh, then you don’t 
know what kneading bread is? 
That’s where the art comes 
in. You lay out the dough on 
the board, and then you be- 
gin to smash it in with your 
fists. You pound it and jam 
it in its neck, and roll it over, 
and turn it inside out, throw 
it down on the floor and jump 
on it, sit on it and walk on it. 
Then pick it up and throw it 
against the wall. It will stick. 
Then stand off and fire pota- 
tos at it. That gives it a fresh 
country flavor. Mind you do 
all this industriously. You’ve 
got to work if you want to 
make your own bread. 

Next put it all back in the 
pan, and set it in front of the 
fire to rise. Bread must rise, 
of course. If your bread does 
not, then sell it short and it 
will be sure to rise. Or hire a 
dynamiter to raise it for you. 
Or get your mother-in-law to 
blow it up. It’s always wel! 
to be prepared for any emer- 
gency. When your bread has 
risen, put it in the oven and 
bake it until it is baked. 

Then eat it—if you can. 

Anyhow, we will bet you 
a Puck’s ANNUAL to a glass 
of water that it will be just 
as good bread as you would 
make on your first trial by 
following out the directions of 
the chromo-literary cookery- 
books, 


AWAY WITH thy silly ques- 
tions, pensive Althea, away 
with them, and bother us no 
morely; or, by the beard of 
the weather-prephet, we will 
have at thee. When does the 
kangaroo stop jumping ? Why, 
Althea, when his main spring 
is broken, of course. Watch! 
| Ha, ha, ha! He, he, he! 
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PUCK. 





THE INTELLIGENCE OF CATS. 


Much has been said and written about the 
intelligence of cats. From personal observa- 
tion Iam enabled to offer, as a humble contri- 
bution to this great subject, the following in- 
stances of remarkable feline intelligence. 

I once knew a cat which would invariably 
come into the house every time it rained. No 
matter how suddenly the shower might come 
up, or how confusing might be the flash and 
clash and commotion of the elements, this sa- 
gacious animal, instead of standing with its tail 
between its legs and allowing the rain-drops to 
percolate through its silken fur, would actually 
select an open door or window—and this, too, 
when there were closed doors and windows in 
its immediate vicinity—and bound through it 
with the intelligence and presence of mind of a 
much superior being. 

Nor was this wonderful exhibition of reason 
and sagacity a semi-occasional occurrence. On 
the contrary, this intelligent cat would pursue 





the same course of action with almost as much | 


regularity as the rain itself, so that it was always 
possible to tell when it was damp weather out- 
side, by the presence of a draggled form in the 
best parlor-chair, or on the whitest bed-spread ; 
and the family which owned the cat,.to my 
certain knowledge, never owned, and never 
cared to own, any other barometer. And they 
did not own this one above the space of six 
weeks. - 

Next in order, I recall the case of a cat which 
I once owned myself, and which I attempted 
to shoot. ‘The first time I shot at it was when 
it was a kitten. I laid it down on the trunk of 
a fallen tree, took long and deliberate aim, and 
fired. When the smoke cleared away, the kitten 
was seen placidly crawling along on the tree- 
trunk, looking for a place to get down. I ex- 
amined it carefully all over, but could not find 
the mark of a single shot. ‘This instance of re- 
markable sagacity so overpowered me for the 
time being that I was unable to reload my gun, 


FREDDY’S SLATE 


Anp His Litrrre Letrer to THE EpirTor. 


























newyoarkdesemberthirty 


dear puck 

i cend you a car Toon this weke on the try- 
umf of tirranny Over the bene shuter 

it is A good reppressentasion off a traggedy 
wich took plaice In ouer midst lasst weke it wos 
jim jonsons traggedy an i gess he gott orl ‘he 


| traggedy he wornted 


and I respectfully carried the kitten into the | 


_ house and set up the milk—half a pint—warm. 


Two years afterward I again attempted to 
shoot the same cat—with another gun. When 
the cat saw the muzzle of the gun pointed at 
her she sat down and began to lick her paws. 
This piece of strategy completely unmanned 
me, and I was obliged to lay down my gun, 
so greatly were my nerves affected. ‘The wise 
cat lived on for six months longer, when some 
instance of intellectual supremacy on her part 
made me jealous, and I determined to shoot 
her yet once more. I took her out by the barn 
and set her down. 

An ordinary cat would have sat still until 
after I shot; but this extraordinarily gifted an- 
imal no sooner observed that 1 had nothing 
further to offer in the way of caresses than she 
made a bolt for a hole under the barn, and es- 
caped a tremendous charge of number-two shot 
by about three feet and four inches. A neat 
and commodious grave was dug very expedi- 
tiously on the spot where she ought to have been, 
but it is unnecessary to add that she did not 
occupy it. ‘That cat finally died of old age, 
aggravated by mental overwork. Her brain is 
preserved in alcohol. 

The third cat was one of the ‘Thomas variety. 
He belonged to four or five different feline 
minstrel-troups, and had by all odds the largest 
and most carefully polished voice in the neigh- 
borhood. It was really amusing to see how in- 
telligent this ‘Thomas cat was. When rudely 
knocked from the ridge-pole of a shed, or the 
top-board of a back fence by a well-aimed 
boot-jack, he never used to crawl meekly back 
in the same spot, as a cat with a one-horse brain 
would be expected to do. 

On the contrary, he would sling all his mu- 
sical soul into his tail, and cavort around the 


we felers hav bin havin a bene shuter club 
an we had the rainge four practis in jim jonsons 
bac yard 

it wos lots off fun butt it wos ruf on the cats 

thare has bin les cat a round ouer naighber- 
houd sinse the club wos formd 

but we maid a missteak, we diddent stop At 
cats we werked the bene shuter rackit on peple 
and that gott Us unpopler in the distric 





neighborhood like a materialized streak of blue | 


profanity, until he had collected a whole or- 
chestra of choice spirits like unto himself, and 
then they would all go and sit behind some row 
of barrels, or in the shadow of the wood-pile, 
and lift up their united voices in unpremedi- 
tated derision. And yet what an oily hypocrite 
this same Thomas was by daylight! Oh, ‘but 
he was wise! 

He would go purring around the very boot- 
leg that had whistled past his-ears early in the 
morning, and leave great affectionate clots of 
gray hair on the pantaioons of his would-be de- 
stroyer. And all this while he was planning 
the jubilee of the succeeding Pp. M., and calcu- 
lating how long a stream of yells would be equiv- 
alent to the parabola of a descending boot-jack. 

And yet some people say that cats are not 
intelligent. They are nothing if they aren’t 
intelligent—and goodness knows they are not 
the former. Shoot the cat! 

PAUL PASTNOR. 








Auswers for the Aurions. 





ALLIE C.—We should like to print your tale of «* How 


I Tried to Keep House ”’; but it is too harrowingly real- | 


istic. The episode of the pie would scare off thousands 
of desperate bachelors who are now hanging on the verge 
of matrimony. 

J. J. McV.—You ask, in your touching poem, ‘ What 
is Life?” If we were to publish that poem, you wouldn’t 
be worrying with any conundrums about What is Death. 
You would soon be in a position to give points on the 
subject. 


\ 


the pleseman on ouer bete sed he wos gone 
two make an ex ampel of won off us if he cort 
us butt we Diddent think he coud ketch us 

he did orl the same he cort jim jonson by. the 
naip off his nec jest as he wos letten fli at a nold 
womman 

he hit the oled gerl but the pealer cort him 

his fete dident tutch the grownd til he gotter 
the stacion 

then the capten cent four oled man jonson 
An jim wos waled 

he wos waled standin an he has stood evver 
sinse 

youers agenst tirranny 
freddy 


p s cen bac my slaight or giv me a nue won 


. four nue yeres 


CURRENT COMMENT. 


‘THE CANADIAN merchants now send their 
letters in large packages by express to some 
post-office in this country, thereby saving thirty- 
three per cent in postage. If the American 
emigration to Canada continues, the Canucks 
may eventually learn something. 

Yes, Mr. Conway, Dark Days have been 
Called Back to the mind of a Pinaforic tenor 
by gazing sadly from his cot—his canvas-back, 
not vine-clad cot—up through the soles of his 
shoes, in which he walked from Shandakin back 
to Union Square. 





‘THEY CALLED Martin Luther a great reformer 
because he reformed a religion. If Martin was 
around now we could suggest a job for him 
that would make him tired. He might under- 
take to re-form the “ busted’’ Republican party, 


SoME WASHINGTON dudes were recently 
stopped from going fox-hunting by the officers 
of the Society for the Prevention of Cruelty 
to Animals. We believe it was not on account 
of the fox that they interfered. 


SUNDAY, DECEMBER 21ST, was the shortest day 
this year. But the youny man on a visit in the 
country, who was taken forcibly to church, and 
had to listen to a long-winded sermon, thought 
the calendar must have lied. 


A Humorous ARTICLE—The Mule. 
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PETE MAGUFF OFF FOR BROOKLYN. 





Brother Peter Maguff was sitting on the rough- 
hewn log which he called his front door-step, 
one evening last week. He was engaged in ex- 
tracting toothsome but unsatisfactory nourish- 
ment from the crisp shells of some roasted chest- 
nuts, While he was thus employed a shadow 
fell across the earth in front of him, and, raising 
his eyes, he beheld Brother Shinbones Smith. 

“ Good-ebenin’, Brudder Petah,” remarked 
Shinbones: “I see yo’ am engaged in takin’ 
advantage ob de good t’ings ob de erf.” 

“ Dunno much ’bout erf, Brudder Shinbone,”’ 
replied Peter: “I specks dese hyar growed onter 

' trees.” 

*‘Petah, yo? am a ignorant pusson., 
yo’ know dat de trees done gone growed up 
outen de erf?” 

“Yas, sah, | does; but de chestnuts dey 
growed up outer de limbs ob de trees.” 

“De ignoraciousness ob some folks am too 
perwaricatin’ ter be ’luded ter,’ remarked 
Brother Shinbones. 

This flow of verbosity was too much for Peter, 
and he contented himself with an enigmatic 
grunt. Brother Shinbones seated himself on 
the log beside Peter, and, after a few moments 
of meditation, said: 

“ Brudder Pete, war yo’ ebber in de city ob 
Brooklyn ?” 

“Nuh,” replied Peter. 

** Wal, chile, yo” heah me singin’, den. Git 
‘ right up in de mawnin’ an’ go.” 

‘ How does yo git dar ?” 

“Ober de blamedest, biggest, highest, hump- 
backedest bridge dat ebber riz up in de com- 
munity. It stahts right down neah de City 
Hall inter Noo Yawk, an’ goes straight ober 
ontil it reaches. de middle ob Sands Street, 
Brooklyn. Dar am places onter it fur waggins, 
an’ fur people ter walk. But de boss business 
am de railroad.” 

“Wot, hab dey got a railroad onter de 
bridge ?” 

“Yas, sah, dey has. An’ ’tain’t a hoss-car 
railroad, nor a steam-ingin road.’ 

‘How do de blame t’ing wuck, den ?” 

“Wal, jess yo’ hole yore breff ’bout ’leben or 
eight minnits, an’ dis hyar cullud pusson ’Il ’lu- 
minate yore skull. W’en yo’ go up onter de 
platfohm dar yo’ see a car a-standin’ all by it- 
self. Yo’ git in an’ sit down. Putty soon yo’ 
heah a bell go off ka-bang! Den dar’s anudder 


Don’t ; 





one, an’ a whistle. Den de ole car begins ter 
shake an’ rumble, an’ yo’ make up yore min’ 
dat dar am goin’ ter be a erfquack, an’ yo’ git 
up an’ make a break fur de dooh. 
de time yo’ git dar yo’ fin’ out dat de durn car 
am a-goin’. Den yo’ look down ter de front 
end fur ter see de injin’, an’ dar hain’t none. 
Now, how d’ yo’ spose dat she wucks ?” 

“Dunno,” 

“Wal, sah, dey has a kin’ ob rope made 


outen wiahs, an’ dat,runs trough de bottom 0’ 


de car an’ yanks her along.” 

“ Dat takes de rag offen de bush!” 

“Yo” bet on dat.” 

“‘ How does de ships get under de bridge?” 

“?Tain’t no trouble’ tall, kase de blame bridge 
am so durn’ humpbacked dat dey jess creep 
right under.” 

“ How'd yo’ like Brooklyn w’en yo’ got dar ?”’ 

“Wal, now, Brudder Pete, I dunno’s I kin 
say much ’bout dat ontil I go dar ag*in. I didn’t 
see a big heap o’ de city.”’ 

“ How long did yo’ stay dar?” 

“*Bout *leben houahs.’’ 

“ An’ couldn’t see nuffin’ ob de city in dat 
time?” 

“ Nuh,” 

“Wal, Brudder Shinbone’, please ’splain yo’- 
se’f.” 

“ Wal, de streets wot run up from de ribber 
kinder go up-hill. Wal, 1 didn’t keer fur ter 
climb up no hills, so I got inter one o’ de street- 
cahs. Did yo’ ebber ride inter a Brooklyn 
street-car ?” 

“ How de blazes could I, w’en I nebber ben 
ter de durn place?” 

‘Wal, dar ain’t nuffin’ on de face ob dis hyar 
erf dat goes slower’n a Brooklyn street-car. Dey 
go so slow dat yo’ got ter go out once in a while 
an’ took a walk ’round de car to fin’ out wedder 
she am a-standin’ still, Efaman had ter go 
ter a funeral inter a Brooklyn street-car, he’d 
done gone git dar arter de corpse had riz from 
de dead.” 

“ Dat am putty slow trabelin’, Brudder Shin- 
bone’.”’ 

“Yas,sah. But dar am one depahtment ob 
Brooklyn dat elucidated de most magniferous 
oberwation in dis cullud gemman’s heaht.”’ 

“Wot war dat ?” 

“ De female depahtment—de gals, de daisies.” 

“War dey pretty?” asked Peter, becoming 
intensely interested. 

“Putty! Chile, dat am a berry pooh word. 


Jess *bout | 


_ Dey am de mos’ elegantish females dat dese 
, hyar ole eyes ebber seed.” 
| Peter arose and thrust his hands. deep down 
into his pockets. 

“How much do it cost ter git ober dat 
bridge ?”’ he asked. 

“Fibe cent.” 

“Den hyar’s a cullud pusson wot’s goin’,” 
| Wot fur?” 

“Ter try ter ketch one o’ dem dar gals.” 

‘« G’way, niggah, I’m talkin’ ’bout w’ite gals!” 

“Dat’s all right, cully, dat’s all right. Dis 
hyar niggah l’arnt de coachman business w’en 
he war young, an’ I reckon I kin git a job ober 
dar.” W. J. HENDERSON. 








A FRIGHTFUL REVENGE. 





A man was sitting on a door-step. He was 
thin and ill-clad, and was shivering with cold. 
A charitable stranger passing by took pity on 
him. 

“My friend,”’ he said: “you look cold.” 

“'That’s not strange,’ was the reply: “I am 
cold.’ 

“What’s the trouble? Are you out of a job?” 

“Yes, and I can’t get another.” 

“ What’s your business ?”’ 

“I’m a coachman, I got out of a job by 
being too impudent, and now | can’t get an- 
other.” 

* Why not?” 

“Well, you see, every time I go to a man 
and ask for work he gets mad and begins to 
swear.” 

“Why ?” 

“Well, I’ve found out it all comes from their 
reading the jokes about coachmen. ‘They’ve 
made more men mad than the recent political 
revolution did. I’m going to engage in a new 
trade. Ill be a paragrapher and write up hu- 
morists, and get them all out of work.” 


CowPER WROTE: “ By ceaseless action all that 
is subsists.’ Evidently there were no tramps 
in Cowper’s time. 

Joun L. SuLiivan is a leading man; not 
that he is, or has ever been, connected with a 
dramatic company, but because he leads with 





his left, which his opponent always is. 











THE 








OLD AND 


THE NEW YEAR. 

















Something strange about it, but Friend Sweldhed has ceased to attend club-meetings. 
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EAGLE-EYED ENOCH ; 


OR, 
THE MONARCH OF THE DETECTIVES ON A CLEw. 


By the Author of « Mose, the Market House Detective ”’; 
«« Old Tom, the Grave-yard Detective”; ‘* Big Lize, 
the Female Detective ”; ‘‘ Blind Bob, the Boy 
Detective,” etc., etc., etc. 





[ Zhis Story will not be Published in Book-Form. | 


CHAPTER I. 

Y “Save me! Save me!”’ 

; r It was a female voice, 

©. about eighteen years 

SS” 7 old, and proceeded 

| from the lips of a young 
woman. 

It would have been 
more remarkable, per- 
haps, and would have 
imparted additional in- 
terest to this story, if the young female voice 
had issued from the lips of an old man; but it 
is the rule in writing detective stories to avoid 
all hyperbole and adhere strictly to Arctic faets. 

“Save me! Oh, save me!’ 

Again the voice rang out, scattering the sol- | 
emn hushes of the night, and ricochetting with | 
beseeching cadence through the dark and lonely 
thoroughfare. 

“Hullo! What’s the trouble ?” 

It was a male voice this time, and issued from 
the lips of a young man. 

“ Who—what—have they gone?” 

Again the female voice, and Eagle-Eyed 
Enoch —for it was he—saw a young lady, robed | 
in white, and also wearing an air of refinement, | 
bangs, and a startled look, flying toward him 
like a winged spectre. 

“Oh, kind sir,’ she cried: “take me _ ho- 
home!’ and threw herself into Enoch’s arms, 

He gazed into her white, upturned face and 
saw that she was unconscious, 

“ Well, here’s a go.”’ said Enoch, pressing the | 
fainting girl closer to his breast, to assure him- | 
self that it was not all a dream: “She’s quite 
young and good-looking, and as long as her 
father or big brother does not put in an ap- | 
pearance, I shall not object to holding her at 
the rate of sixty minutes an hour; but it would 
be a little more comfortable and Sunday-night- 
ish if I had a big rocking-ch— Ha! she’s com- | 
ing to.” 

And Eagle-Eyed Enoch shaded his eyes with 
his left hand, and peered into the nocturnal 
blackness. 

“ Mother—Armand! Where—where am |?” 
pleaded the maiden, slowly opening her eyes 
and pressing her hands to her forehead: “Ah, | 
I remember now. My kind preserver! How | 
can I everrepay you?” . 

“Oh, don’t mention it, Miss,”’ said the puz- 
zled Enoch, blushing like a pink-tinted evening 
newspaper, and thoughtfully retaining his arm 
around the girl’s waist to support her agitated | 
form: “Give me your address, and I'll escort | 
you home.”’ 

“No. roor Dash Street.” 

“No. 1001? Why, we are immediately in 
the rear of the place. Come.” 

They had only proceeded a few yards when 
the fair girl suddenly stopped, gazed at her 
scanty wardrobe, and in a voice laden with 
horror gasped: 

“Qh, heavens! Go away! No—stay! I see | 
it all now! Forgive me! Ill explain. I am | 
subject to fits of somnambulism, and have been 
walking in my sleep. Upon returning from the 
theatre last night I ate a piece of cold mince- 











| ed the day previously while at- 


' ing the peddler’s prediction. 


attack of nightmare and somnambulism com- 
bined.” 

“And I’m not much of a hero, after all?” 
said Enoch, in a disappointed tone. 

“ But your arrival was most opportune, and I 
appreciate your assistance, 
Come.” 

Enoch accompanied the 
girl to her home, and at the 
door she gave him a warm 
pressure of the hand and an 
invitation to visit her. 

Enoch stood on the side- 
walk in a dazed sort of way. 

“Her name? I forgot to 
ask it.” 

Then a thought struck 
him, 

Then he struck a match, 
and held it to the silver door-plate. 

“Humph!” he ejaculated: “Old Simeon 
Van Bullyn, the millionaire! Guess that lets 
me out.” ' 

He stood gazing pensively at a second-story 
window, whicl: was suddenly illuminated by a 
light. 

Had his cardiac region sustained a wound 
from the arrow of the little god who wears 
wings and a semi-ballet costume ? 

“TI wonder if her father keeps a coachman ?”’ 





_he mentally observed, as he lit a cigar and 


walked away. 


CHAPTER II. 

Enoch Armstrong, the Monarch of the De- 
tectives, was born in the town of Greenvale, 
Connecticut. When ten years old a peddler 
stopped at the home of his mother, and sold 
her some soap to scour tins. As he was leaving 
the house he placed his hand on Enoch’s head 
and effusively said: 

“It’s a remarkably fine boy 
you have here, mum. A won- 
derful head he has, The bumps 
are marvelously developed, ‘and 
Pll read his character, mum, 
without charge.” 

Then the peddler struck a 
bump which the lad accumulat- 


tempting to do a trapeze act he = 
saw depicted on a circus-poster, \ 
and said the boy gave unmistak- 
able evidence of becoming a 
sharp, shrewd, far-seeing man, 
and would add lustre to the annals of detective 
achievements, 

The mother believed the peddler’s phreno- 
logical reading. 

“Yes,” she said, corroboratively: ‘“ Enoch 
can already, detect the jelly-jars, no matter 
where they may be concealed.” 

And in other ways he gave promise of fulfill- 
When sent out 
to bring home the cows, he would return and 





| say that he couldn’t find them, One day, while 
| gathering nuts in the woods, he got lost and 


couldn’t find his way home. When his school- 
teacher told him that his brilliant attainments 


| would one day fit him for the position of presi- 
| dent of a lawn-tennis club, he couldn’t detect 


any irony in the remark. When, several years 
later, he came home with a piece of Limburger 
cheese in his coat-tail pocket, placed there by 
a practical joker, and his mother said an offen- 
sive odor assailed her nostrils, Enoch gave a 
vigorous sniff and said: 

“T can’t detect anything.” 

Thus encouraged in the belief that he was 
destined to .cartle the world by his detective 


exploits, lie secured a position on the police- | 


force; and now, at the age of twenty-two years, 


| 
} 





| 
| 
| 
| 








pie, a small pickle, and some chocolate-cara- -he was known as “Eagle-Eyed Enoch, the | 


mels, My adventure is the result of a lively 


Monarch of the Detectives.”’ 


CHAPTER IIL. 


“Extree! Ex-treeeee! 
All about the orful mur- 
der!” 

The shrill cry of the 
news-boy smote the even- 
ing air. 

Eagle-Eyed Enoch pur- 
chased a paper, on the 
first page of which he saw 
in bold-face type half an 
inch deep, “ Another Mys- 
terious Murder!” followed 
by half a column of sen- 
sational head-lines. Skip- 
ping a sketch of the mur- 
dered girl’s ancestors for three generations, and 
a graphic description of the town and its in- 
dustries, he came upon the following lucid dia- 
gram, which made all the incidents of the 
crimson crime stand out in as bold relief as a 
campaign lie in a political newspaper: 
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MAIN STREET. 


1.—Bed in which the young girl was murdered. 

2.—The victim’s shoes, where she threw them upon 
retiring. 

3.-—Her stockings, where she threw them upon re- 
tiring. 

4.—Bureau, containing mirror. 

5.--Back-hair lying on the bureau. 

6.—Trail of blood from bed to door. 

7.—The stairway by which the red-handed assassin 
entered. 

8.—Melodeon, which caused the neighbors opposite 
to swear, 

9.—A novel—* Misery and Matrimony "—the young 
girl had been reading just before retiring. 

10o.—Corner in which a grandfather’s clock would 
have stood, had there been one in the room. 

11.—An old chair in which the beautiful girl’s maiden 
aunt from the country sat two weeks previously. 

12,—A rug made by the beautiful victim’s own hands. 

13.—Closet containing her seal-skin sacque, etc. 

14.—A_ five-cornered oath dropped by the assassin 
when he stumbled. 

Eagle-Eyed Enoch carefully absorbed all the 
foregoing details, tapped his forehead reflect- 
ively, and muttered: 

“T have a clew!”’ 

Then he made a drawing of the five-cornered 
oath in his note-book, and proceeded to the 
home of Miss Maud Van Bullyn, He had made 
repeated visits since the night of the somnam- 
bulistic adventure, having won the good-will 
and confidence of the millionaire by passing 
himself off as a newspaper man—a little piece 
of subterfuge that was justifiable, perhaps, under 
the circumstances. 

“Isn’t it too awfully awful!’’ said Maud, re- 
ferring to the tragedy: “ But you are a detect- 
ive, Enoch, and you'll soon bring the assassin 
before the bar of justice, won’t you ?” 

Enoch said he already had a clue—showing 
her the diagram of the five-cornered oath in 
his note-book. 

“T know a notorious character—an ex-con- 
vict—who was addicted to this peculiar form 
of profanity, and | don’t think he can long 
escape me.” 

Then Enoch switched off on to love, and 
began to talk about the rosy-hued future, and 
asked her when he might call her all his own, 
to have and to hold, etc. 

* You are not a coachman, Enoch,’’ she re- 
plied: “only a plain detective; and I might 








x =: 








a nF 


{ 
di 











- 











284 


PUCK. 





do better, and get more notoriety in the news- 
papers, and be overwhelmed with offers of $500 
a night to go on the stage; but a sudden 
thought has occurred to me, and I'll promise 
this: When you capture the wretch who committed 
this horrible murder I’ll marry you—and not be- 
fore.” 

“Your ultimatum is satisfactory. I shall call 
you mine within a week, Good-night.” 





CHAPTER IV. 


A year has drifted into the past since the 
foregoing chapter closed—a year fraught with 
good and evil, joys and sorrows, fresh shad and 
strawberries, promises fulfilled and hopes blight- 
ed, bank failures, and so forth—and again 
Enoch is with Maud, the millionaire’s daughter. 

“Do you bring the joyful tidings, Enoch, 
that you have found the murderer ?”’ asked the 
fair Maud, placing her rosy-tipped digits into 
the palms of her lover. 

« N-n-no,”? stammered Enoch: ‘ but I have 
discovered another clue.” 

“Another clue?” echoed the girl: ‘“ Let’s 
see: isn’t this the twenty-seventh clue since the 
murder was committed ?” 

«“ No—only the twenty-sixth. But why defer 
our marriage longer? Matrimony shall not in- 
terfere with my work as a detective.” 

“Enoch,” replied Maud, firmly, and looking 
steadily into his eyes: “one year ago I made 
a resolution which I can not break, ‘The mur- 
derer is still at large. We must now separate. 
It is kismet. You are a Connecticut detective, 
and observation during the past several years 





has shown that a Connecticut detective never 
detects. Farewell.’’ 

And Maud’s eyes moistened as she swept 
majestically out of the room. 

Albeit a Connec- 
ticut detective, 
Enoch detected the 
bitter truth and bit- 
ing sarcasm of the 
fair girl’s words, 
and went out into 
the lonely night, ac- 
companied with a 
, heart feeling forty 

ZY, pounds heavier than 
? when he entered the 
house. But he did 
n’t commit suicide. 
He went diligently 
to work, and in less 





men 
than a fortnight had detected—another clue. 
%* 


If this detective story differs from those which 
appear in the family story-papers, it is because 
“Truth is stranger than fiction.”. Ww. 








HOME NOTES. 


No home is complete without a dog. Many 
a man has a dog that has no home, but very 
few men have a home and no dog. A home 
without a dog is just about as sad as a dog with- 
out a home. When you go home at night you 
like to be welcomed by your dog, who scam- 
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pers to you across the oil-cloth and barks with 
delight, and jumps on you with unbounded glee, 
and leaves his foot-marks on every square inch 
of you, from your boots to your hat. 

You always appreciate the affection of your 
dog, because you know that it springs from the 
heart and is genuine. You know that the dog 
means everything he barks, and that every jump 
is impregnated with sincere love. You know 
that he is not getting on the good side of you 
for a seal-skin sacque, or a dozen pairs of im- 
ported gloves that button away up the arm and 
back to the, collar-bone.. As he springs upon 
you and tries to lick your face, you know it is 
not because he thinks the parlor requires new 
lambrequins, or because he would like to have 
a box at the opera. 

A dog is a great comfort in the house. He 
keeps burglars and tramps away, and keeps 
away himself when he thinks he is going to be 
whipped. He is handy to have around the 
table to eat up the fat that you cannot eat your- 
self. It seems strange that a dog has to be 
chained to be kept from running away from 
home, when it is impossible to drive him away 
with profanity and bricks. Unfasten him, and 
beat him and kick him, and throw coal at him, 
and drive him off the premises, and what is the 
result? Why, the result is that inside of an 
hour you will find him sound asleep on the 
hearth of the kitchen. 

There never was a greater lover of home than 
the dog. He is perfectly happy at home, and 
he always makes himself at home. He will 
sleep on anything that is soft, it doesn’t make 
any difference to him whether it’s a door-mat, 
a crazy-quilt, or a velvet dress. You can find 
his hair on every square inch of dry-goods in 
the house, except the curtains, and he would 
sleep on them if he could. He likes every piece 
of furniture in the house that has a cushion on 
it, no matter whether it is Eastlake or East 
New York. The dog never gets sick of home; 
but take him away from home, and he will get 
home-sick, R. K. M, 








THE daughter of a New York millionaire has 
just been refused by her father’s coachman, to 
whom she proposed elopement and marriage. 
He took a day to think about it, sized the 
matter all up, and came to the conclusion that 
he wanted a wife who would take in washing 


_and help him around the stables when he wanted 


a day off. No millionaire helplessness in his 
domestic circle.—Burlington Hawkeye. 


Lundborg’s Perfume, Edenia. 
Lundborg’s Perfume, Maréchal Niel Rose. 
Lundborg’s Perfume, Alpine Violet. 
Lundborg’s Perfume, Lily of the Valley. 











CASTORIA. 
When Baby was sick, we gave her CASTORIA, 
When she was a Child, she cried for CASTORIA, 
When she became Miss, she clung to CASTORIA, 
When she had Children, she gave them CASTORIA. 





ROSS’ ROYAL BELFAST GINGER ALE. 
Sold by First-class Dealers, 





AN INTERESTING VOLUME, 


PUCK’S CAMPAIGN SERIES. 





Those desiring to obtain the CAMPAIGN SERIES OF 
Puck, (from April 16th to November rgth, 32 copies, 


, including the famous ‘tattooed man” cartoons,) which 
| covers one of the most notable and interesting politi- 
‘cal contests that has occurred in years, can procure 


same at this office, price $2.50, or any desired copy 
at Io cents. PUCK’s CAMPAIGN SERIES, handsomely 
bound in cloth, $3.75. By mail, $4.25. 

No library or household is complete without this valu- 
able and instructive chronicle of the Campaign of 1884. 
«¢PUCK’s CAMPAIGN SERIES” 

will make an unusually suitable and attractive 
HOLIDAY GIFT. 
KEPPLER & SCHWARZMANN, Publishers, 
Nos. 21, 23 & 25 Warren St., N. Y. 
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AN INCIDENT OF 
A FLOOD. 


New York, Feb. 26, ’83. 
Mr. Frederick Brown, 
Philad’a, Pa, 

Dear Sir:—I want 
to tell you the kind of medi- 
cine Brown’sGingeris. Busi- 
ness took me to Cincinnati 
early in January, and after 
traveling all day and night | 
arrived there very thirsty, 
Drinking a large quantity of 
water, | was thrown into a 
violent DYSENTERY, which 
weakened me rapidly and 
made me a very sick man. 

| at once began taking 
Brown’s Ginger, and in 24 
hours had stopped the trouble 
entirely, and my system had 
resumed its normal condi- 
tion, 

During the rest of my stay 
| was careful to put about 
half a teaspoonful of Ginger 
in each glass of water, and 
found that it entirely obviated 
all ill effects. 

Althougha stranger to you. 
| send you this because | be- 
lieve it is proper you should 
know what your Ginger has 
done. 

Truly, 
G. H. STODDARD, 
105 E. 10th St. 
N. Y. City, 
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Fragrant Vanity Fair 
AND 


ES rR, 
PaACIoth of Gold 


CIGARETTES. 
Our Cigarettes cannot be surpassed. Ifyou do not use them 
& trial will convince you that they have no equal. Two hundred 


Millions sold in 1883, 


First Prize Medals: Awarded. 
wM, Ss. KIMBALL & CO, 





CANDY 


Address 


Send one, two, three or five dollars 
for a retail box, by express, of the best 
Candies in the World, put up im hand- 
some boxes. All strictly pure. Suitable 
for presents. Try it once. 


Pi. Ge Ther Confectioner, 
Fe Madison St., Chicago. 
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An Editorial Pen, finding itself one day rather 
close to the humble Paste Pot, rolled a little 
further away. 

“T associate,”’ said the Editorial Pen: 
with Great Minds.” 

“Here, too,” coarsely replied the unabashed 
Paste Pot, pausing a moment to engulf a heed- 
less cockroach: “I have nothing to do with 
your work; but you bet I get onto every Good 
Thing that goes into this Able and Influential 
Journal.” 

The Editorial Pen pondered over this Sting- 
ing Remark a long time in silence, and then it 
said: 

“Alas, how true. You have no Originality, 
but you have excellent powers of discernment 
and a keen Appreciation of ‘Things. How can 
I acquire this ?” 

“Easily enough,” replied the Paste Pot: 
“stick yourself into me instead of the inkstand.” 

The Editorial Pen gladly did so, and present- 
ly the Great Mind came in with the editor 
wrapped around it, and seizing the Pen, at- 
tempted to fix a few Deathless ‘Thoughts upon 
the paper. Finding the pen full ot paste, with 
a cockroach impaled on the end, the Great 
Mind, with many Blanks and Dashes, hurled the 
unhappy Pen out of the window, and seizing 
the Scissors, smonged an Able Editorial from 
the columns of a loathsome contemporary, past- 
ed it under a new head-line, and marking it 
“Ed. lead,” Sent it In. 

Moral—This fabula docets that a Pen doesn’t 
stand much show when it monkeys around the 
Paste Pot. Paste is a stayer, and old paste is 
lasting, and whoso tries to write therewith is not 
fly.—R. J. Burdette, in Brooklyn Eagle. 
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ALL > bey AWAY! 
3 GOLD WATCHES, 


4 Parisian Dolls, 


35 New Dresses, &c. 


The publishers he “Happy Days,” the 
new lép, lilustrated Paper for the Boys 
and Girls of America, desiring to introduce 
their paper into every home, make the fol- 
lowing Ii liberal others The Bo oy or Girl 
telling us the number of Chapters in the 
Bible, before Feb. Ist, 1885, will receive a 

Solid Sold, Lady's Stem-Wind- 
ing Watch, If there be morethanone 
Sy correct answer the a will receive a 
“y Boy’s Solid Gold Key- -W jndin 
Watch; the third, a Solid G 
3 rhe Watches forw: Ls, to 
. Each person competing 
rust send 25 ce ~*, with their answer, for 
hich they will receive 8 months sub- 
oriptiet to Happy Days, and 4 love- 
Parisian Dolls (2 girls, 1 boy and 





















baby doll), with life-like beautiful fea- 
tures, bangs and curls, and blue and dark 
eyes. With the dolls we will send acase 
of 85 Fashionable Dresses, hats, 
Parasols, Traveling Costumes, Evening Dresses, &c., made in nine 
ce slors, many of them from designs by Worth, of P: aris, “ant very beau- 
tiful. We want subscribers for our charming magazine, and have de- 
cided to let our friends possess 8 lovely box of dolls with their 
outfits and 8 gold watches free, if they will send 25c, (stamps 
or silver) to help pay for this advt. and_the bare cost of mailing you 
the paper 3 months. Pubs. Happy Days, Martford,Conn. x2 
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149, 151, 153, 155 East 14th Street, N. Y. 
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CLOCKS 


FoR 


Bridal Gifts and Holiday Presents 


At Exceptionally Low Prices, 


INCLUDING 


IMPORTED NOVELTIES; BRASS ANTIQUES; 
FRENCH MARBLES, NEW DESIGNS; 


Swiss and, Vienna Clocks, and 
‘A Fine Selection of Bronzes, 
ALSO CLOCKS OF OUR OWN MANUFACTURE, 
IN WOOD AND METAL, 


AT RETAIL, UNTIL JANUARY Ist. 
New Haven Clock Co.., 


16 & 18 Park Place, New York City. 





- SOLLARS “°GUFFS 


AGN 


COTE) ame i > | am Ch 


ROWN'BRANK 


ARE SUPERIOR TO ALL OTHERS 


SAN a B,GLuetrt,Bro.&GCo. 
















Oriana prepared for Shaving, it 
yas become 4 Necessi 

and Luxury in Families 

for Toilet and LA 

Nursery 


fy) 
ys a » Send d 2c. Stamp 
ze non for Trial Sample. 


SOLD BY ALL Y ALL DRUGGISTS. 








r 

mia ‘m ject for BUBLIC "EXHIBITIONS, ote Also, 
‘or Home Amusement, 136 page Catalogue free. 

MCALLISTER, Mfg. Optician,49 Nassau St.,N. Y. 


every, pr ect 















1 a 
BE AUTIES,” 


i a ., 10 packs for a 
a beautifu al " orted Velvet 
ae lin dy HA, ve tad. Pons. Agents’ 
New Sample Box k, Premium List and Price List 
Free. U. 8. Ca-d Co., Guntatioeth Conn, 





















































PUCK. 





(uticura 
POSITIVE CURE 






i jor every form of 
eS SKIN & BLOOD 
DISEASE. 
PIMPLES to SCROFULA 


nee pt Scaly, Pimply, Scrofulous, Inherited, Contagious, 
and Copper Colored Diseases of the blood, Skin and Scalp, 
with loss of hair, are positively cured by the Curicura REMEDIES. 

Curticura Resorvent, the new blood purifier, cleanses the blood 
and perspiration of impurities and poisonous elements, and re- 
moves the cause. ; 

Curicura, the great Skin Cure, instantly allays Itching and 
Inflammation, clears the Skin and Scalp, heals Ulcers and Sores, 
and restores the Hair. 

Cuticura Soap, an exquisite Skin Beautifier and Toilet Requi- 
site, prepared from CurticurA, is indispensable in treating Skin 
Diseases, Baby Humors, Skin Blemishes, Chapped and Oily Skin. 

Cuticura Remeptes are absolutely pure and the only infallible 
blood Purifiers and Skin Beautifiers. 

Sold everywhere. Price, Cuticura, 50 cents; Soap, 25 cents; 
Resolvent, $1. Prepared by Potrer DruG AND CHEMICAL Co., 
Boston, Mass. 

4ap-Send for ‘‘ How to Cure Skin Diseases.” 








From experience I think Swift’s Specific is a very valuable 
remedy for cutaneous diseases, and at the same time an invigor- 
ating tonic. James Jackson, Chief Justice of Ga. 

Atlanta, Sept., 1884. 

INOCULATED POISON.—Aft r trying all the other remedies, 
Swift’s Specific has cured me sound and well of a terrible blood 
poison contracted from a nurse. 

Mrs. T. W. Luz, Greenville, Ala. 

ULCERS 25 YEARS —A member of my church has _ been 
cured of an ulcerated leg of 25 years standing with two bottles of 
Swift’s Specific, 

P. H. Crumpcer, Pastor Meth. Ch., Macon, G. 

Swift’s Specific is entirely vegetable. ‘l'reatise on Biood and 
Skin Diseases mailed free. 

Tue Swit Spseciric Co., Drawer 3, Atlanta, Ga., or 159 W. 
23d St., N. Y 


FINE CUSTOM TAILORING. 


OVERCOATINGS, 
SUITINGS, 
TROUSERINGS. 


The Choice of Foreign and Home Manufacture. 


Overcoats to order from $18.00 
Suits we ve - 20.00 
Pants . si 5.00 


SAMPLES AND SELF-MEASUREMENT RULES MAILED 
ON APPLICATION. 



























A FAIR EXCHANGE. 





(Lines by a promising old British Poet.) 





For this exchange we render thanks 
And view the sight with glad surprise— 
The lion tamed by Mary’s eyes, 

The eagle mashed on Henry’s shanks! 


The British bard devoutly begs 

Of gentle people, fair and wise, 

A toast for Mary’s matchless eyes— 
A health for Henry’s classic legs. 


As long as wild waves lash the rocks 
That girdle England’s storied coast, 
Our Henry’s legs shall be our hoast— 

Like poems prisoned in his socks. 


With gentle art that never fails, 
Long may the light of Mary’s eyes 
Electrify and galvanize 

The noble blood of festive Wales. 


Could poet, fired with noble rage, 
Invoke the muse for higher themes, 
While Mary’s eyes inspire his dreams, 
And Henry’s legs adorn the stage? 
—/J. A. M., in Life. 
A FASHION item says: ‘A very useful and 
ornamental gift to either lady or gentleman is 
an umbrella-holder.’* It would be useful, no 
doubt, whether ornamental or not, if it served 
the purpose; but we will have to see it to have 
faith in it. ‘The only safe umbrella-holder we 
know of is the hand, and it must grasp the um- 
brella with a firm grip, an unrelaxing grip, and 
hold on, or the article will get away. Most 
people know this by experience. We fear that 
no umbrella-holder will ever be invented that 
will hold so tenaciously to the umbrella as the 
one in universal use, viz., the friend who bor- 
rows the umbrella.— Boston Courier. 





Ministers, Lawyers, Teachers, and others whose occupation 
gives but little exercise, should use Carter’s Little Liver Pills for 
torpid Liver and biliousness. One a dose. 

THE 
25TH ANNUAL 


CHARITY BALL 


WILL TAKE PLACE ON 
TUESDAY EVENING, JANUARY 6th, 1885, 
AT THE 


METROPOLITAN OPERA HOUSE, 















































BAUS PIANOS | 


In Use at the Grand Conservatory of Music 


PRICES LOW. TERMS EASY. 
WAREROOMS: 


26 WEST 28rd STREET, NEW YORE, 
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An excellent appetizing tonic of ex 
whole world, cures Dyspepsia, Diar 
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ag flavor, now used over the 

i 


cea, Fever and Age, «nd all 
disorders of the Digestive Organs. A few drops imparta = 


cious, flavor 
to a glass ofchampagne, and to all summer drinks. Try {t, .nd 
beware of counterfeits. Ask your grocer or ‘ruggist for the gent 
article, manufactured by DR. J. G. B. SIEGERT & SONS, 


3. W. WUPPERMANN, 80L8 ACERT. 
51 BROADWAY. N; Y. 


PERLE D’OR 


CEL ADLE ASIN! 
Dry and Extra Dry. 


i78 Duane St., N. Y. 


CASSONMIA COMPANY (bIMITED)» 
Corner 107th Sirect & exington Abenne. 


Importers direct of Spanish, French, German and Hungarian Wines, also 
Champagnes, Brandies and Cordials. Sold at lowest market prices. All 
goods guaranteed Pure. 


BOKER’S BITTERS 


The Oldest and Best of all 











4 STOMACH BITTERS, 


AND AS FINE A CORDIAL AS EVER MADE, 
To be had in Quarts and Pints. 
L. FUNKE, JR., Sole Manufacturer and Proprietor. 
78 John Street, New York. 








Given Away 
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UNDER THE USUAL MANAGEMENT. TO ALL! 
e 
66 9 Boxes may be procured between the hours of 11 and x by apply- 
ing to Mrs; Tuomas Hitcucock, No, 8 East 2gth Street. 23 If you will send 2c. to help pay cost of advertising, we will send 
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sent 2) UST OU TesricttresibelsreNegt Giant | Garay ety erson an evegs "adnionen ta Wo Sens" Spinal Cometic Boe 
order of @5| GE G5 ANTERNT ENS PRESS, 81; outfit,g1; | 1" 25 cents. €pinal Abdominal Corset, 2 75 
and wesend| “\ dacs SELF-INKER, $2; with a script type A i hysicians. 
f 3 a Recommended by leading physicians, 
800Chromo| es) outfit, $3 60. Sample cards and catalogue, 6c, . : in the U.S. 
Cards extra} LC~ W. C, EVANS, 50 N. Ninth St., Philada,, Pa. S delivered free anywhere in the U.S. 
on receiptofprice. Lady Agents Wanted. 
5 Elegant Satin Cards, name on, 1oc., 2 packs, samples and Dr. Linguist’s Spinal Corset Co.,412B way, New York. 
outfit, 20c,. ZETNA PRINTING Go. Northford, Conn. 
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PUCK. 





STEIN WAY 


THE STANDARD PIANOS OF THE WORLD! 


Also Assortment of 
Second-Hand Steinway Crand, Square, and Upright 
Pianos, Slightly Used. 
OLD PIANOS TAKEN IN EXCHANGE, 











Warerooms: STEINWAY HALL, New York. 
mA RIC ENGINE Wholesale 
sic MENG Retail 
or STEA M_ ENGIN SALES 
ow to eante ONE and Mam- ROOMS, 
pa! Catalogue of vt anterns and Or, 809 
Ce TAR BACH ang ulNarelies FILBERT 
Philadelphia, Pa. Magie Lanterns Want STREET. 





FR. ULRICH, 


PeoToeC¢c mA. wR, 
1586 BOWERY 156. 

Portraits of the size of ordinary postage-stamps a specialtv. 
12 Cabinet Portraits, roo Stamp Portraits and 50 e'egant Visit- 
ing Cards for on!y $500. Send photograph and money order to 

- ULRICH, 156 BOW ER). 26 





IMPORTANT TO SUBSCRIBERS TO PUCK. 





We are now prepared to supply subscribers and the trade in 
general with our handsome cases, in dark brown cloth and gilt, 
for binding Puck in regular book-form. This method enables 
subscribers to have their volumes bound in a uniform and econo- 
mical manner, which are items worthy of consideration. These 
covers are finished, with regard to taste and durability, in a neat 
substantial style. Any bookbinder will bind your volume of 
Puck in one of our covers at a nominal price, thus forming a 
highly interesting humorous and satirical chronicle of the times, 
and an important acquisition to any library. The cases hold one 
volume (26 numbers), which we think the most serviceable size, 
and more convenient to handle than a book containing 52 num- 
bers. Price 75 cents. By mail to any part of the U.S., $1.00. 


KEPPLER & SCHWARZMANN, 


21, 23 & 25 Warren St., N.Y. 


NOTICE TO ADVERTISERS. 


Advertisements or changes of Advertisements on reth, 13th and 
14th pages of Puck must be handed in on Wednesdays before 
3 P.M. 

Eorms of tsth page are closed Fridays at noon 








THE man who growls the most about paying 
twelve dollars for a five-dollar smoking-cap at 
a church fair is the man who most complacent- 
ly pays twenty cents for a seven-cent cigar with 
three cents’ worth of tobacco in it. 


Indeed no, my son, one man is not as good 
as another. Not by a long chalk he isn’t. A 
young man of your age ought to know better 
than to say such a thing. It is a very pretty 
bit of democratic sentiment, but it isn’t true. 
When you have heard that assertion shrieked 
out in resonant tones that fairly echo back 
from the clouds, on the Fourth of July, if you 
will follow the orator home and observe him 
clearly, you will perceive that he didn’t and 
doesn’t believe what he says, and doesn’t live 
upon his own platform. Now, don’t misunder- 
stand me. I am not talking politics. I know, 
my son, that you are as good as any man that 
walks the earth. I agree with you most heart- 
ily so far, We are as good as other men. The 
back of our hand and the toe of our foot to 
the slanderer who says we.are not. But, are 
other men as good as we are? ‘There is where 
the gazelle comes in. ‘That is what tries your 
democracy. Just think that over a little when 
you are fixing up your next Fourth of July ora- 
tion. It will stand a great deal of thinking 
over. | tell you, my son, if all men were really 
as good as each other, and we all thought so, 
this world would be too perfect to live in. You 
ask Mr. Blaine if one man is as good as. an- 
other. Ask him if he thinks Dr. Burchard is 
as good a man as Mr. Stephen Elkins. Ah no, 
my boy, one man is not as good as another.— 
hkobt. J. Burdette, in Brooklyn Eagle. 





Blair’s Pills.—Great English Gout and Rheumatic Remedy. 
Oval box, $1; round, socents. Atall druggists. 





Query? Can curing a cough with Dr. Bull's Cough Syrup 


be called bullying a cough? 





a 
without a bottle of An- 
world-renowned appetizer of exquisite 
-auine article, manufactured by Dr. J. G. B. 


No New Year’s Tabije should i 
gostura Bitters th 
flavor. Ask for th ° 
Siegert & Sons. 
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AN INTERESTING VOLUME 


PUCK’S 
CAMPAIGN SERIES. 


Those desiring to obtain the Campaicn SERIES 


‘April 16th to November 
famous “Tattooed Man” 


19th, 


oF Puck, | from 


thirty-two copies, including the 


cartoons, | which covers one of the most 


notable and interesting political contests that has occurred in years, 
can procure same at this office, price $2.50, or any desired copy 


at 10 cents. “ Puck’s Campaign Series,” 


$3.75; by mail, $4.25, 


handsomely bound in cloth, 


No library or household is complete without this valuable and 
instructive chronicle of the Campaign of 1884. 


“PUCK’S CAMPAIGN SERIES” 


will make an unusually attractive and suitable 


HOLIDAY GIFT. 


KEPPLER & SCHWARZMANN, Publishers, 


Nos. 21, 23 





& ‘25 Warren Street, 


New York. 





SWE ALT. 5 Bee Sucte, 
As SEIS egg 
RIE IMS. 





shorn Son & — New York & 2M 
Adonis for the United States & 
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WHEN YOU DRINK 


CHAMPAGNE >» 


INSIST ON HAVING ONLY 


PIPER-HEIDSIECK. 


It is perfectly pure and contains only 9 %/100°/ Of alcohol. 


Fe AWSON'S(..::.)U. S. ARMY 


SUSPENSORY BANDAGES. 
A Perfect Fit Guaranteed. Support, Relief, Comfort. 


Automatically Adjustable. Displacement Impossible. 





The individual wearing it will not be conscious of its presence. 
Lecture on Nervous Tension and Circular mailed free. 
Sold by Druggists every Bandage) S. E.G. RAWSON, Patentee, 
Sent by mail safely Guaranteed, J Saratoga Springs, N. Y 





FREE TO ALL 


Tointroduce our goods inevery home, we will send, free of charge, 
to any person sending 26c. 7 postage, &c., 5 V aluable Books printed 
in large ty pe on fine pa 1, Ladies’ ‘Book of Fancy Work; 2, 
Manual of E tiquette; 3, andard Letter Writer; 4, Winter Evening 
Recreations; 5, Tennyson’s Poems; also, a present the ladies will 
appreciate; two Gossamer W aterproof Garments. 

W. H. BABCOCK & CO., Centerbrook, Conn. 


EXTRA NOTICE! 


50 cents will be paid at this 
office for Nos. 10 and 26 of 
English Puck. 


Piles—Piles—Piles 
Cured Withont knife, powder or salve. No charge until cured. 
:elerences, }'r. Corkins, 11 KE. 29th St. 
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NEW YORK’S DEGENERATE 
THE BAR-TENDER RECEIVES MORE CALLS THAN THE LADIES OF THE TEMPERANCE TABLE. 





t 
OFFICE OF “PUCK 23 WARREN ST-NEW YORK. 
+ 





